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	1. Chapter 1

**Hello and welcome to SoMa Week 2016! So this is my first time doing any type of event like this and hopefully these turn out good. I don't, never, or will own Soul Eater. **

_**Types Of Kisses**_

There are so many types of kisses shared each day. You have the sweet and short, passionate and long, or the I just need you. What Soul didn't expect was that of the many types of kisses he had shared with many girls, Maka's was the one he loved the most.

It was an accident!

Well, not really. They were playing spin the bottle and it was his turn, and his lips happened to _magically_ land on his best friend. Their friends were cheering in the background to get it on.

Soul thought that it was just Maka, right? He was so wrong! The kiss that Maka left on his lips was the one that made him fall for his best friend. He shouldn't have enjoyed it that much, but he did. He wanted to continue, but it was too late. She had already pulled away.

Now here he was, waiting for Maka to come to home their apartment that they we're sharing together. Out of all those girls Soul had kissed, Maka's stood out the most. Since that night, he constantly dreamed of the day he would kiss her again.

He heard the door unlock and there she was. In her white blouse, tight skirt and heels. Her hair in a bun, a few strands falling to frame her face. Her lips stained with a light shade of pink with a shine making them look irresistible. Soul had to wet his suddenly lips a couple times.

She sat down by him and sighed. "Tough day?", he asked as she sat down beside him and sighed. She nodded. "Yeah, Stein had me rewrite the whole ten page report on Soul Theory again. He thought it could be better," she said and rested her feet on the table.

Soul nodded and took a few deep breaths. This woman should not make him feel this uncomfortable. It wasn't fair. She should feel this way for him and he should be the nonchalant one, but it's the other way around.

It just wasn't fair!

He felt awkward around her now. He used to know what to do. Like cuddle his head into her lap or put his arm around her for comfort or even holding her hand. But now all these things felt different. That one little kiss changed the way he thought about his meister. He needed a sign that it was okay to tell her how he was feeling. What he was feeling. "Soul? You okay? Something bothering you?" Maka asked so sweetly.

Of course there is something wrong. He's freaking out because he doesn't know what to do. He met her gaze and instantly regretted it. Her eyes were so vibrant and green that his throat ran dry and if he spoke it would be a dead giveaway that something was up. And he couldn't have that, so he settled for a nod and his trademark smirk.

"Don't lie. I know when you are lying," she said.

Perfect. Just perfect. Of course he couldn't lie to her. She could see his soul waver and it would lead to a fight and then they would both be angry. He decided just to come clean and hope for the best. "Maka I… well after we played spin the bottle… well I have been feeling something I shouldn't towards you." He already knows she would never take a chance on him after what her father did to her and her mother.

"What feelings?"

He looked in her eyes then to her lips then to her eyes again and he couldn't hold back anymore. He kissed her. It was the same kiss he felt with her that night. Her lips felt so good against his soft and delectable and tasted like strawberries and wintry fresh. He realized like a fish needs water, he needed her lips to survive. Soul pulled away and she slowly opened her eyes to meet his.

"Those feelings, Maka. I thought I would be able to brush them off, but I couldn't."

She didn't say anything for what seemed like forever and Soul fidgeted nervously. He thought, _here comes the Maka chop of a lifetime_. It never came.

"Why me?" she asked softly, simply.

He was confused. Wasn't she supposed to be all girly and say 'I have those feelings too.' "What?" he got out.

"Why me? What makes my kiss different from the many girls you kissed?"

He thought about it for a bit. The girls were all cute and good looking, but he didn't have that electricity, that spark that he felt with Maka. "Well there are many types of kisses, but out of all of them, yours is the one I crave the most. I don't know what it is. Like a spark igniting in me. It feels like fireworks with you." Soul said and looked down to play with his hands.

Maka scooted closer to Soul and lifted his chin so he would meet her eyes. She kissed him this time and only did the kiss get sweeter. Maka pulled away and rested her forehead against his.

"I have been having the same feelings. I know what you're talking about. That spark. I felt it when our lips touched. Like fireworks." They kissed again. And again. And again.

There are many types of kisses. There are short and sweet, long and passionate, or the I just need you. All of these are kisses we share each day, but the type of kiss that is beneficial is the one you share with the one you love the most.


	2. Chapter 2

**I actually enjoyed writing this one. Thanks to my wonderful beta. Enjoy. I don't own Soul Eater.**

_**Can't Sleep**_

Soul Evans, world renowned music producer and famous pianist, has a problem. He is a suffering insomniac and has for years. Every night since he was thirteen he would wake at the hour of three a.m. Now he's twenty one and still has this problem. No amount of sleeping pills, nyquil, or getting drunk can help. Three a.m. rolls around and here he is awake again. He doesn't really mind. He needs to finish some last minute work anyway.

So he gets out of bed and throws on jeans, his piano man shirt and a black beanie. He slips on shoes and he's out the door to his favorite 24/7 coffee shop. He orders his regular black coffee and walks to the library to look up some books on music theory. Sitting down and plugging in his earphones and starts to read.

Not a half an hour later he decides to stretch and glances at the door and there was something, that caught his eye. It was a girl who walked through the door. She wore her hair in twin pigtails, making her look young. She had on a long trench coat, yellow sweater vest, green and white tie, a red plaid skirt and some clunky boots that hugged her ankles. What he couldn't stop staring at was her eyes. They were a vibrant green. Like the color of green apple or freshly sprouted grass. She had took a sip from the same sort of coffee cup he was using and went to one of the bookshelves.

Soul shook himself to stop staring and continued reading. Finishing his first book which didn't help much, he got up to search for another. Turning, he spied on the girl with a pile of books on the desk next to her and her writing notes. He went back to his original task and sat down with another book that looked like what he was looking for.

About a half hour in, someone tapped on his shoulder. It was the girl from earlier. She had a few books in her hands and made the motion to take his earphones out.

"I think these might be what you are looking for," not sounding girly at all. In fact, her voice had a twist of rough girl to it that made her sound more like a woman.

"Thanks," Soul said and as she was about to sit back down to her seat, he added, "Would you like to join me?" She looked at him, but turned her head and kept walking. Soul turned in his seat and went right back to work. A few moments later, the girl sat down her books and pulled the chair out so she could sit in it.

"Hi." She only said that.

"Hey. Do you mind if I ask what your name is?" he asked.

The girl met Soul's crimson eyes as she spoke."Maka."

Soul whispered her name. He liked the way it sounded rolling off his tongue. "That's a pretty name. Names Soul." Usually when he tells people his name they kind give him a look, but Maka seemed unfazed by his name. "You're not weirded out by my name at all?"

She looks at him again. "Well my father's name is Spirit so a name like Soul doesn't faze me much." Soul nods and continues reading. A short while later Maka breaks the silence. "So why are you here at," she stops to look at the time on her phone, "five thirty six in the morning reading books on music? Did you set an alarm or you can't sleep?" "The second one. I'm a suffering insomniac. Have been since I was thirteen. And what about you pigtails? You can't sleep either?"

She smiled but it faded just as fast as it came on her face. "Kind of hard to sleep when your father brought home some girl and all you hear is the headboard ramming against the wall." Soul didn't know what to say so he just stayed silent. They continued with their readings. Soul didn't know what it was about Maka but he felt comfortable telling her his problems. The two were done and they went their separate ways.

Three days later Soul is awakened by his insomnia once again. He sighs and starts to walk around his apartment. He stares out at the buzzing city and looks down. Lord and behold there is Maka walking up the steps of his place. He wondered why she was at his apartment building at three in the morning. He was putting on a sweatshirt when he heard a woman curse. He opened his door slightly and there she was, her books sprawled across the floor in front of an unopened door. Soul went to help her. "Oh thank… Soul? What are you doing here?"

"I was just wondering that myself but I guess we are neighbors."

Maka was shocked. She met this guy three days ago and she didn't even know they were living across the hall from each other.

"Probably thought I was stalking you, huh?" Soul laughed.

"A little bit, yes." Maka chuckled and Soul handed her back her dropped things. Maka was just about to say thank you when they heard loud groans. "Great! I thought they would be done by now. Guess I'm heading back out. See you later Soul."

Soul wanted to get to know her a bit more so with out thinking, he blurted, "Do you wanna stay the night over here?" Maka turned and cocked a brow. "I mean if you want to. It beats going out in the cold again and we could watch Netflix or something."

Maka thought about it for a moment. '_It does beat going out in the cold and wrapped up in a blanket and watching movies does sound good.' _"Sure." She smiled at Soul. She followed in behind him.

From that point on at three in the morning they would make little dates. Whether it was watching Netflix or helping each other with work or even just talking. Soon they decided to date. Soul was kinda glad he had insomnia or else he wouldn't have met Maka. Guess when you can't sleep has its benefits after all.


End file.
